Be Careful Making Wishes. °*= 

An old friend named Tom and his attention-seeking wife were at the dining table 
arguing. Tom’s wife had three pronounced traits: large-jugs that she loved to show off 
for attention, a big, constantly yapping, lippy-mouth, and when she wanted attention, 
picked fights with Tom or anyone else for that matter, which was most of the time. Some 
men become total boobs when around big tits. He was one of them and she knew it. 
As their argument became heated, his wife agitated and tormented him; his angry face 
grew redder and hotter than a pepper sprout in July until in a fit he slapped the table and 
bellowed, ‘shut up, already!” To my amazement, escalating the conflict, this stupid, 
lippy woman begged Tom to hit her! “ Hit me! Hit me! Asshole! I dare you! Hit me!” In 
final gesture, while extending her chin as a clear, inviting target, provoking him once 
more she said, ‘Hit me, asshole!’ In a blind rage, he got up, smacked the wall and 
stormed from the house. A very wise man. She remained at the table wearing a satisfied 
smirk on her miraculously, intact face. Then the thematic curtain dropped on a larger than 
life sadomasochistic performance: the masochist who begged a sadist to hit her and he 
said, ‘No.’ I never saw melodrama like that not even in cinema or on TV! There ought to 
be a toxic warning label and tracking tag affixed to females like her. Tom must have 
gotten some pleasure from all the melodrama for he divorced and remarried this woman 
three times before finally doing the next best thing to save his skin on the final divorce — 
replacing her with a bigger-jugged, cage mate. What some boobs will do over a boob is 
amazing. 


